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Enter CE CIILIA. 


"ATHER ! Sir! Do pray come out I fear he'll do 


f ſome miſchief there. c 


Enter CRANKY. 


Cran. Ha! ha! upon my word very well, very pretty 
indeed. | 

Cec. Pretty! ſay elegant, my dear papa—dShew me 
ſuch another orcheſtra for a private concert V ou have 
jcen Drury Lane, at an Oratorio. 

Cran. Not I child. | 

Cec. If you had, you muſt indiſputably, nay, certain- 
ly would own, that I have fitted out my little room in 
2 far ſuperior {tile—A ſtranger would imagine, nothing 
would produce ſuch an effect, but the taſte of a Cornely. 

Cran. Ah! like enough, child, like enough, 

Cec. Ah! my dear papa, what inexpreſſible delight 
would it give me, if you had but a little taſte for muſic ! 

Cran, Why I have Cecilia have a very great taſte 
for mug 


Cec. Indeed! 


Cran. Yes, I have; for I ſtopped upwards of two mi- 
nutes the other day, in Lincoln's-Inn-fields, liſtening 
to the man playing an the little ſticks. 

Cec. Oh! Orpheus defend me! 

Cran, I like a good ſong, or a good tune upon the 
fiddle—But at your confounded concerts, as you call 
them, they ſet up ſuch a roaring, ſcraping and piping, 
that, confound me, if I can hear one for the noiſe of 
the other. | 
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Cec. Ha! ha! but my dear papa—If I could prevail 
upon you to ſtay at home only this evening, 

Cran. I can't child it's Club Night. | 

Cec. You'll be inſpired with ſuch a guſto. 
| Cran. A good ſong and a bottle, that's my gujto. I 
am an Engliſhman, Cecilia. I like an Engliſh ſong, and 

I'd rather hear the ſimple nervous ſtrains of an honeſt 

Tar, in praiſe of a Rodney, a Hood, or a Howe, than all 

the ſquallini concerts in Italy. O! girl if you was but 

to hear a ſong at our club! 
Cec. Over a bottle. 
Cran. Ay girl, over a bottle, 
bs Cec. They ing ſo charming, loud and ſtrong, 

Cran, Well, but I want to {peak to you, upon a more 
ſerious ſubjett—I am imformed, you have an acquin- 
tance with Mr, Bouquet, a Hop Merchant. 

Cec. Hop Merchant, Sir] there's nat a finer gentleman 
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j about town than Mr, Bouquet. 3 
4 Ceran. Like enough, I never ſaw him, but my old ; 
To” Friend Vinegar the Wine Merchant, tells me, there is f 

1 not a greater coxcomb about town, than this Mr. Bou- 
71 quet, His father was a Frenchman, I'm told; he's a 


fop by inheritance. c 
Cec. I wiſh Mr. Vinegar would mind his own affairs. 
Cran. So he does, ſo he does, child He has acquired 
a noble fortune by the importation of Port and Madeira, 
Cec. Making Port and Madeira, you mean, ſir; he's an 
officious, impertinent, buſy, meddling, old miſcheif« 
maker. 5 
- Cran. He's my friend, child. 
Cec. Sir, your child's enemy can never be your friend 
— Mr, Vinegar talk of Mr. Bouquet—Mr. Vinegar 
is a mechanic ; but Mr, Bouquet is a gentleman, and 
ſcorns to do any thing, | : | 
Cran. Time enough for him to commence gentleman 
when he has gathered the plum from the tree of induſtry 
& 4 —*I1s then a man enjoys the fruits of his labour. 
I Cec. Ves, ſir, and by the time this plum is ripe, he, 
2 [8.28 without a tooth, will be obliged tomumblelike Vinegar, 
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THE SON - IN - LAW. 3 
Cran. She loves him, I ſee that. (Afide ) Harkee, 


child, take my word for it, Bouquet will never be 
worth the kernel of a damſon. I am told it is nothing 
with him but Ranelaghs, Pantheons and Operas. | 

Cec. Well, I like him the better, | FF 

Cran, To-day, I am told, rattling away in his vis-a 
vis, like a Venetian Ambaſſador. To- morrow, perched 
up in a high Phæton, peeping into people's garret 
windows—Now in his powdered gown, like a French 
Barber; and then you ſee him fliding down the Mall, 
in a pye- bald coat Buckles from the ſhew-glaſs, in Ex- 
eter-change, and the face of a waiting maid, under the 
hat of a Ruſſian trooper. | | 

Cec. Believe me fir, Mr. Vinegar's outre deſcription 
is a moſt monſtrous caricatura. He judges of a gentle- 
man, with his narrow ruffles, and twelve gray hair's tied 
up in a baſſa bag. | | 

Cran. You love this Bouquet then. 

Cec. I do, ſir, I frankly own it. | 
_ Cran, Well child, I like your candour. You ſhall 
go with me into the country, child, and I warrant 
there the beautiful revolutions of the ſeaſons will eraſe 
him from your heart. 

Cec. Ah! dear papa, never, never. 

Cran, Cecilia I tell you this, I love you as a parent 
ought, and therefore I never will approve of Mr. Bou- 
quet's addreſſes, till he forſakes ſaſhion and foppery, 
and returns to his hop-yards in Kent, and his counting 
houſe in St. Mary Axe. | | 

Cec. Indeed papa, you are extremly cruel to me] my 
ſoul is ever poſſeſſed of the lov'd idea of my {weet Bou- 
quet, ſo that you don't ſour my temper with old Vinegar 
and when I fondly unagine every obſtacle to my hap- 
pineſs removed, you throw a hop packet in my way, 


and cut off my darling hope, with an odious fimmeryax, 


Cran. You know, child, I mean it all foi 
Cec. Oh fir, you'll repent your unkindneſs to your 
oor Cecilia Now for a ſeraphic ſtrain, to ſoften ; 
then leave him to melt at leiſure, Ade. 
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6 THE SON -IN- LAW, 
SON G. Ceciita, 


Tho” fweetly breaths the ſmiling ſpring, 
Tho” gentle rains the flowers bring, 
And hawthorn buds ſo gay; And hawthorn, &c. 
In vain deſcend refreſhing ſhowers, 
In vain peep forth the infant flowers, 
My true love far away, dy true love far away, Kc. 


Tho) blooming ſpring to ſummer yields, 
And promis'd daiſies paint the fields, 
And ſun beams brightly play. 
The ſunny beams cou'd ne'er impart 
A ray of joy to this fond heart, 
My true love far away, Kc. 


Should plenteous harveſt bleſs the plains, 


And golden crops rejoice the ſwains | 


And {weetly {ſmelling hay; 0 
Tho“ all around is bly th and glad; 
Cecilia's heart alone is ſad, 
My true love far away, c. [ Exit Cecilia. 


Cran. Poor Cecilia, yes, ſhe loves the Hop- -merchant 

— Twill break her kart if ſhe don't get him—Poor 
child. Pfhaw ! what an old fool IJ am— I'll ſee this 
Bouquet—Pcrhaps he is not fo bad as my friend Vinegar 
repreſents him I'll fend for him, and if—well, I'Il ſay 
no more till I fee him No, no, my child mall not dic 
of a broken heart neither—1'11 ſend for him Who's 
their Oh Dolce get me—hold ! | 


Enter Dolex. 


It's here. goes to a table and writes. } Ay, ay, Mr. 


Bouquet Hop- merchant, this I think . 8 


Cecilia's love is returned Dolce, call John hither. 
Dolce. My Lady has ſent him out, fir, 


Gan. Ay he's running over the town hunting the 
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THE SON -IN- LAW. n 


fddles—welk—oh apropos—Dolce, is not the young 


man below that brought me the letter juſt now ? 


Dolce. Yes, fir, 

| Cran. He'll do—ſend him up. [Exit Dolce. 

This young man is ſtrongly recommended to me, by 

my old friend Doctor Numſcull, the recter. He lays 
he has a moſt ſurpriſing genius for oratory and . 
quence, and all that Oh here comes. 


Enter Mun, 


Cran. Now ſhall I be ſtunn'd with a redundant flow 
of words. Your ſervant, ſir. 

Mum, Up (nods his head. J 

Cran. I think fir your name is Mum. 

Mum. Mum. 


Cran. Vou brought me a letter from Doctor Num ſcull, 
of Somnus Hall, | 


Mum. Yes. 
Cran, He writes me word, that you are a great ora- 


tor, and very able dif putant. 


Mum. Ay. 
Cran. And that your defign i in coming to I. ondon, is 


to deliver Lectures upon Elocution, 


Mum. Ves. 

Cran. Have you fixed upon a place yet for your ꝓur- 
poſe ? 

Mum. No. 

Cran. Well, we mult look out for dome convenient 
large room for you. 

Mum. Ay. 

Cran. Are you married ? | 

Mum. No, | a 

Cran, You deſign it, | , 

Mum. Yes. | 


Cran, You can't fail of ſucceſs amongſt the Ladiak 
Mum, No. 


Cran, Your eloquence muſt have a powerful effect 
with them, | 


8 THE SON-IN= LAW, 


Mum. Ay. ns 
Cran, You have the art of perſuaſion, 
Mum. Yes. 
Cran. Doctor Numſcull reports you a clever Auttio. 
neer. 
Mum. Yes. 
Cran. But I begin to have ſome doubts of your lo- 
quacity. 
Mum. Oh, ho! Wy | 
Cran. Oh, ho! two ſyllables at once—l find you are 
a great orator. 
Mum. Ay. 
Cran. But your talents ſeem better adapted to the 
Parliment houſe than the roſtrum Should you like it! y 
Mum. Yes. 
Cran. Have you much money ? 
Mum, No. 
Cran. Then if you were in Parliment, you'd ſoon 
de a conſcience out of PO 
Mum, Aye. | 
Cran. You'd not give your ayes for nothing. 
Mum. No. 
Cran. Will you carry a letter for me? 
Mum. Aye. 
Cran. Here, it's for Mr. Bouquet, Hop- -merchant, 
Suffolk-<ſtreet. 
Mum. Aye. | | 
Cran. Come back here directly, and we'll think of 
our oratical ſcheme, 
Cran. Oh, ho! [ Exit. 
Mum. Youare the devil of an or ator, ſure enough. His 
words are ſo precious, he keeps them all for the Roſtrum 
Nov for Ceciha—if this Bouquet is at all an eligible 
match, why in the name of goodneſs ſhe ſhall have him, 
I were a malicious old aſs, to debar my child from plea- 
ſure I can no longer enjoy myſelf. I have had my day 
—though Gad! when kiſſes were dividing, I did not 
come in for the ſmalleſt ſhare—Ah ! the little rogues! 


But I have dome with them all. 


* 


THE SON-IN- LAW. 9 
SONG. CRAN RE. 
Maidens do not think me ſtupid, 


If I view your charms unmov'd : 
What has age to do with Cupid ? 
Age can ne'er again be lov'd. 


- When hairs are gray and blood is cold, 
The heart ſhou'd not run wild ; 
For he who marries when he's old, 
May kiſs his neighbour's child. 


Active in each am'rous duty, 
I could ogle fwear and lie, 
To obtain the yielding beauty 
Kneel and flatter, ſigh and die. | | 
When hairs, &c, Exit. 


SCENE, Bovquer's Lodgings. 
Bovguer and Ive, 


Bou. Idle, I think this will do. 

Idle. If it could laſt, this is a glorious life of ours, 

Bou. I bid fair for it, as I have for ever baniſhed play 
from my faſhionable amuſements—blotted it out of my 
catalogue, | 

Idle. Right, fir, we are able to ſpend our money our- 
ſelves, 15 Wn 855 

Bou. Lilly, order my vis-a-vis. | 

Idle. Order our vis-a-vis! I don't like a vis-a-vis—1 
can't loll in it, I like to loll. | 

Bou. Idle, don't tell any body—keep it ſtrictly from 
the people of the houſe, that I was a Hop-merchant, 
and you my clerk, | 

Idle. Tell—tis too much trouble, 

Bou. Idle! Charming chemiſtry this of mine! What 
an #thereal ſpirit, to A earth to gold! 


rr 
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city, and prefer life to exiſtence, without con 


8 THE SON-TN- LAW. 
Idle. And gold to pleaſure. | 


Bou. I have reſerved a few Kentiſh res though to 
Weeten matrimony. 

Idle. Ves, but this diſpoſing of one's property, is 
curſed troubleſome — I wiſh you had done with it at once 

Bou. I have ſins enough in my liſt, not to add that 
of deceiving ſo amiable a girl as Cecilia. | 

Idle. Why, ſhe would have you, without a guinea, 

Bou. And for that reaſon, I wiſh I was worth a mil- 
lion—I wiſh I could prevail on her to elope. 

Idle. That eloping is ſo curſed troublefome—Elope ! 


Why don't you ſtep up to old Cranky, the rather and | 
alk his conſent ? i 


Bou. Becauſe I am certain of a refuſal Some imper- 
tinent blockhead has been buſy enough to tell him, 
what an elegant young fellow I am, 
Idle, How the devil can people give themſelves ſo 


much trouble ! 


Bou. Yes! The father, it ſeems, though he never ſaw 

me, thinks it a high miſdemeanor, that I ſhould quit the 

0 idering 

that I am at this time a combination 15 taſte and ſplendour. 

Idle. You look well enough; 1 ſhould like to dreſs 
myſelf, but it's ſuch a damn'd deal of trouble. | 

Bou. I flatter myſelf I am no bad match; but if ſhe 


burns at priming, never more will I take aim by dreſs; 


never again cock my hat a- la. fue, I'll certainly diſ- 
charge my frizeur in a cloud of mariſchal , pair my nails, 
break my looking-glaſs, ſell off my vis-a-vis, and return 
to St. Mary Aix in a Hackney Coach. 

Idle. I would not take ſo much trouble for the fineſt 
woman in the world. 
Bou. I fancy, Idle, the a of the glaſs would 
be the laſt operation; for, abſolutely, tis a moſt lignifi- 
cant interpreter of the e Hanes of the face. 


SS) 3 
4 3 I OR, W * ITY TIE" 
SY 3 IE ESTES 3 e od I A n 
5 9 N . 5 C WEE ar C 


THE SON IN- EAW. 
SONG. | Bovguer, 1 5 


This face obſerve, diſcerning fair, 

Obſerve each motion debonair; 

My artois buckles when you view, 

In ſhining ſable ſattin ſhoe, 

You'll ſay, that I'm from top to toe, 
A monſtrous handſome city beau, 

You'll ſay, &c. - 


My humble wiſky I deſpiſe; 
Like Phæton I mount the ſkies; 
And as I drive away like mad, 
They all declare that I'm the lad, 
And cry, he's ſure from top to toe, 
A monitrous handſome city beau, 
And cry, &c. | [ Exit, 
SCENE, Street, | 
Enter Mon. Knocks at the door. 
Mum. Oh! | 
Man Mr, Bouquet, Hop-merchant, in Suffolk-ftreet 
A Bouquet has had my apartments theſe three weeks; 
but- this letter can't be for him, 
Mum. No, No! LET | 
Man No. He follows no buſincſs—he's a man of for- 
tune and faſhion, h 
Mum. Oh! 8 
Man He's this inſtant gone out in his vis-a-vis Hop- 
merchant !- As ſure as can be- Oh! I have it—ha! ha! 
ha! Hop- merchant— this letter mult be for my neigh- | - 
bour Bowkitt the dancing-malter, 
Mum. Oh, oh! SE 
Man Hop-merchant—let's ſee—-Bou—ay, that's one 
way of ſpelling Bow—and Q-U-E-T inſtead of K-I-T-T, 
kitt; and becauſe he's a dancing-maſter, they ſtile him 
Hop-merchant—Very comical, faith! ha! ha! ha] he 
lives at yonder door my lad, ha! ha! | 
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14 THE sON-IN- LAW. 
Enter BowKk1TT, ſpeaking to Servant. 


Bow. No matter, ſay I am gone in the chariot, to 
give a leſſon tothe Counteſs of Cotillion—tollloll de roll. 

Mum. {gives the letter. pt | 

Bow. For me, ha! ha! (capers, and opens it) * Sir, in 
conſequence of my daughter's partiality to your merit, 
I can no longer oppoſe Cecilia's inclination, that 1 
ſhould give her hand to you in the Temple of Hymen; 
for which purpoſe the bearer will conduct you to the 
houſe of your obedient ſervant, Thillegrew Cranky,” 
So here's a new {cholar, ha! ha! [ Capers. 

Mum. Oh, ho! 5 

Bow. And I am fingled out for the honour of danc- 
ing with her, in the Temple of Hymen— The Temple 
of Hymen is ſome new Ball Room, I ſuppoſe, for I 
never heard of it before! {looks at the direction) B-O-U- 
Q-U-E-T. Ay it muſt be a perſon of faſhion, by not 
WA, knowing how to ſpell my name—Hop-merchant! They 
„ have heard of my keeping the little dancing- ſchool at 
14 Clerkenwell; that's unfortunate—You lead the Way. 

1 Mum. Yes, : | 

1441 : Bow. We'll promenade as far as the Mews-gate ; 

then hey for a Coach—Caſt off, 2 


+ 


| lit Mum. Hey. 
| Bow. Foot it, toll loll de roll, [ Exit dancing, 
Mum. Oh ho! toll loll de roll.“ [ Exit capering. 


; | SCENE, Cranxy's Houſe, 
Cranky meeting a ſervant. 
Cran. John, is the young man returned ? 


Serv. No, fir: [ Exit Servant, 
Cran. I am quite impatient to ſee Cecilia's taſte, 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. A gentleman, who calls himſelf Bowkitt. 

Cran. This is he Bouquet, you blockhead, Show 
him up- Bowkitt An Engliſhman is fo naturally An- 
tigallican, that he cannot pronounce a word that ſounds 
that way Oh, here is my daughter's fancy! Your ſer- 
vant, ſir. . | | 
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THE SON-IN- LAW. 13 
Enter Bo WR ITT. | 


Bow. Sir, I have the ſuperlative felicity to declare, 


with moſt Aon: reſpect, that I have the honour to 


rofeſs mylelf, your moſt obedient, much devoted, 
umble ſervant. No LT OAT ob | Bows. 
Cran. How he throws his legs about! [afide.) 1 


reſume, fir, you partly gueſs at the buſineſs on which 
defired this favour, | 


Bow, Yes, ſir, I underſtand-you deſign to give a 


Ball! 


Cran. A Ball! 

Bow, Yes, fir, in the Temple of Hymen. | 
Cran, O yes, yes, fir! my daughter wiſhes to offer 
you her hand there, | 
Bow. She does me a great deal of honour, The 
Temple of Hymen, of a new room is 

Cran, New! I think it is a pretty old room, fir. 
Bow. Hem! Very odd, I never heard of it before, 
1 mean, fir, it is ſo ſpacious, [ Afide. 

Cran. Why, I believe the Temple of Hymen is 
the largeſt room in the world—for 3 a night paſſes 
that ſome millions of couples are not let down in it. 
Bow. A damn'd lying old fellow, this. Caſide.) Yes, 
fir, the Temple of Hymen is much frequented by per- 
ſons of faſhion, 0 
Cran, Yes, fir, and perſons of faſhion have lately 
adopted a mode of ſetting to croſs partners; but I'll ven- 
ture to ſay my Cecilia is, unfaſhionably, virtuous now, 
and I hope will ever remain ſo—though, fir, I find you 
are decreed her partner in this long dance, 

Bow. Long dance—He's damn'd vulgar. [ Aſide. 

Cran. As it's a dance that laſts you know, 

Bow, I do, fir, I am compleat maſter of all the 
dances now uſed in the politeſt aſſemblies of Great Bri- 
tain, from the Scots reel to the Minuet de la cour. _ 

Cran, Yes, fir, But as I am about to reſign my child 
to your care, you'll not be offended if I frankly tell you, 


you had much better have ſtuck to your Hops, than 


meddle with reels and de la cours, 


"on THE SON. IN - LAW, 


Bow. Oh, fir, thanks te taſte and practice, I have 
done with hops long ago. h 
Ceran. More ſhame for you, fir, I aſſure you, attention 
to buſineſs, ſhould be the ſtrongeſt recommendation to 
my favour, _--: . | 
Bow. Sir, I challenge any gentleman of the pum 
in London, to pay a cloſer attention to buſineſs than I 
for beſides my private viſits to particular ladies in town, 
I have no leſs than eight boarding ſchools—Firſt, hey 
for Hackney—Chaſee, for Hammerſmith—Slide down 
for Chelſea—Croſs over to Batterſea—Figure into Stock- 
well Promenade to Newington—Borce to London 
Bridge Caſt down to Bo Y] So fir, you ſeeLhave pretty 
general intercouſe with the ladies. Eh 
Cran. You are a great favourite, indeed 
Bom, Oh} fir, ha! ha! 


8 O NG. Bowkirr. 


With an air debonair, 

I inſtruct the ladies charming, 

Sweet and pretty lovely fair, 
And witty Suſan, Jane, and Kitty, 
I contrive to hit you. 

Come away, all ye gay; 

For the dance my trade is charming: 
Sweet and pretty, lovely fair, 

And witty, prithee come away. 


See; ſee, ſee— The dancers are met, 
What an elegant ſet ! | 
While in country dance or cotillion 
They dance, I regulate their paces. 

Ye youths, would you the ſecret know, 
When I advance, and make my bow, 
Why I'm careſs'd where'er I go: 

I ſqueeze the hand, and point the toe, 
And lide into their graces, 


THE SON-IN- LAW. 13 


Cran. But, ſir, a word, if you are done with your qua- 
vers and capers—If it is your paſſion I fay, fir, if you 
are ſo frolickſome to dance after all the boarding-ſchools 
about town, my daughter can expect but little of your 
company. ; . 

Bow. Sir, I'll be with her three times a week. 

Cran, . He'll make a deviliſh faſhionable huſband, 


„ 


Boo. One hour each viſit, no more time can I-ſpare, 

fir. No, no, muſt not neglect the boarding-ſchools—The 
{weet little angels. EE 

Ceran. But, fir, if you are connefted with my family, 

J preſume you'll have no more to do with the little an- 
hs | 

- Bow, Why, fir, I could not live without em. 

Cran. Here's a fellow going to marry my daughter, 
and tells me to my face, he can't do without three or 
four dozen of little angels / Afide and are you really 
of ſo amorous a conſtitution ? ; 

Bow, 1 amorous! Oh fie, fir, I mean all in the way 
of buſineſs, Z: 

Cran. Oh then; I fancy my daughter will find em- 
ployment for a cleverer fellow than ever ſtood upon your 
legs. But ſerioully, fir, have you entirely given up the. 
Hop buſineſs, T's | a | 

Bow. Damn the Hop bufineſs, begging your pardon, 


fir, but I had rather not have it mentioned—it was a vile 


drudgery, exceeding low—no, no, Sir, the boarding- 
{chools for me. : EMC oe 9 

Cran. And another ſon-in-law for me. (aſide I wiſh 
vou good ſucceſs—Good morning to you, 

Bow, Y owll fend the young lady, fir. | 

Cran.. Indeed I will not—you won't do for my family: 

Bow, Sir, I am extremely ſorry. e | 

Cran, Don't let me be ſo raſh, though Sir, one 
word. Are all your dealings with the Brewergsatanend? 

Bow. The Brewers, Sir! 1 


Cran. Zounds! fir, in one word, have you any pro- 
perty left? 7 5 | 
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Bow, Property, fir! _ 
Cran. Yes, property, fir—After all your reels and 
courants, could you ſcrape up a little capital, to begin 
the world again with? . | 
Bow. [ Takes out his kitt) Here, fir, is the little capital 
that I began the world with, and I'll ſcrape it up for 
you, with all my art and {kill, | 
Cran. He's mad. . 
Bow. But my dear fir, why all this paſſion! I never 
had, nor can imagine that money is ſo neceſſary to our 
agreement, at leaſt on my ſide Do you find money, 
and I'll find ſteps. ' [ Capers. 
Cran. Step out of my houſe this minute. 
Bow. Sir, this is very ſtrange behaviour, 
Cran. Hop off, Mr Hop Factor. 


Enter CECILIIA. 


Cec. What's the matter ? 5 

Cran. Why zounds, girl! the fellow is not worth a 

milling. 55 | 

Cec. What fellow! | 5 

Cran. But if you will have him, you muſt—You'll 
|" "a4 it, that's all—You'll find yourſelf neglected by 
aim. 

Bow. I ſhall not neglect the lady, fir, 

Cran. Did not you tell me, you could not be with 
her but three hours in the week. 

Bow. I did ſo, ſir. 

Cran. There, there but if you will have him, you 
muſt—three hours in a week with you only—And he's 
as amorous as the Great Mogul, | 

Bow. Not I fir, not I, I am not amorous. 

Cran. Oh! did not you tell me, you could not live 
without chaſing after the boarding-ſchool angels. 

Bow. Sir, you may be as angry as you pleaſe, but I 
tell you again, I cannot neglett the boarding-ſchools, | 
Ceran. There, there—but if you will have hin, you 
muſt, Oh child, child! he's a beggar. | 


Bow, Sir, I ſcorn your imputation=-A beggar! 


* 
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Cran. Did not you ſay you had loſt all dealings with 5 0 | 


the Brewers ? | | | | 

Bow. Sir, I know nothing about the Brewers. 

Cran. There, there; but if you will have him you 
muſt, he's not worth a guinea, has not as much Hops as 
would produce a pennyworth of twopenny ; he's poor, 
and to do him Tatite in my eyes, I never ſaw am uglier 
fellow—But as he'syour choice. | 
1 Cee. My choice, ſir Who is the gentleman ? 
| Cran. Who ſhould he be, but your darling Bouquet, 

bs the Hop merchant of St Mary Axe ? 

Cec. Not he, indeed! | | 

Cran, Who the devil is he then ? CR 

Bow. Bowkitt, the Dancing Maſter of Suffolk-ſtreet, 

Cran, A Dancing Maſter! 

Bow. At your ſervice, _ | 

Cran. And what brought you here? HO 

Bow. Pray, fir, is this your hand? /fhews the leiter.) 
You ſent for me, fir, 

Cran. I ſend for a Dancing Maſter! ſhew me. {looks 
at the letter) I, ha! ha! I have it, ba! ha! ha! 

Cec. What's all this? | 

Cran. My dear, it proceeds from a confounded blun- 
der of Orator Mum's. Ha! ha! ha! Inſtead of deliver- , 
ing my letter to your lover Bouquet, he goes and gives 
1t to— What's your name, my lad ? 

Bow. Lad! { Afide. ) Bowkitt, fir, 

Cran. Give it to Bowkitt the Dancing Maſter, ha! 


ha! ha! but you will excuſe what is paſt, my lad—You _ 3 

ſee what has occaſioned it. | | 1 
Cec. J knew there muſt be ſome miſtake—But now, | b. | 

fir, I hope you will rettify it, by ſending for Mr. Bou- © A 


quet. In the mean time I can only teſtify my concern 
at having been the innocent cauſe of any embarraſſment 
to this gentleman, 

Bow. Oh never mind it, Madam, I ſhall be happy to 
dance at your wedding. ee ph 
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Bowkitt, Y,ou're ſo charming and fair, 


\ Cranky. 


Cecilia. 


Cranky. 


Such a grace, ſuch an air; 
That you'll ſwim in the dance, 


Like a lady from France, 


And will prove, when a wife, 
A good partner for life, 
You'll ſwim in the dance, &c. 


Some fathers would huff, frown and lour, 
Inſiſt on their abſolute power, 
And give up their childern for pelf; 
But Cecilia, — 5 you'll not agree, 
To marry the man pleaſes me, 
E'en marry who pleaſes yourſelf, 
E'en marry who pleaſes yourſelf, 
E'en marry who pleaſes yourſelf. 


8 Hymen! Crown our love, 
o a maiden's call attend, 
To a maiden's call attend ; 
Faithful may the huſband prove, 
When the father proves a friend! 
Faithful may the huſband prove, 
When the father proves a friend! 


Cupid! Hymen! Hear our prayers, 
Let the Graces dance the Hay, 
Let the Graces dance the Hay. 

Bacchus on thy ton appear, 

This is Cranky's Holiday, 
This is Cranky's Holiday, 
This is Cranky's Holiday. 


Feaſt and Holiday, and Holiday, and Holiday, 
Feaſt and Holiday, and Holiday, and Holiday, 
Feaſt and Holiday, and Holiday, and Holiday, 


N 
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VIN ECAR and JOHN without, 


Vinegar, | | 
Know. he is at home. = 
John, He is not at home, indeed fir. 4 


Vin. I am ſure he is, though. | 

ow Why, upon my word fir, he is not. 
Vin. You lie, you lie, firrah, he is above, Cranky— 
Old Cranky— Old Cranky I ſay I warrant him here 
Old Cranky I ſay—I ſay Old Cranky. 


'ES Enter Vinegar and John, 
Vin. Eh! he's not here, I find But you impudent 
ſcoundrel, how dare you contradict me, when 1 ſaid he 
was at home ? Anſwer me that. 
1 Becauſe I knew he was abroad. 
in. You ought to know it was ill manners to con- 
tradict. Eh! you Plebeian, Anſwer me that, 
= Þ | 8 Sir, 1— 
| in. Do you prate—['ll break your head, you ſcoun- 
drel, I'll break your head. [ers to ſtrike him. 
John. Sir, fix—I—it you ſtrike me—Perhaps—Per- 
haps you'd find—T'll anſwer you that, | 
Vin. You impudent, audacious 
Enter Cranky. | 
Cran. Gad's my life, what's all here to do Iley friend 


Vinegar. 

Vin. Contradict me! 

Cran. Why, Vinegar, you are always wrangling with 
the ſervants What have they done to you, that you thus 
declare open war againſt them? | 

Vin. War—no war I'll uſe them as Rodney does 
the French, beat them wherever I meet them. 

Cran. Yes, but ſhew a little leſs of the maſter, and 
you'll find your ſervant more of your friend. Go down 
John, 3 5 Exit John. 
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Vin. Ay _ down ſtairs, firrah-—Contradi&t me Were 
you abroad ? Anſwer me that, | 

Cran. I was, yes I Was. 

Vin. You were not—but I won't contradict you, be- 
cauſe it's not good manners Well you were out— 
Where? Anſwer me that; 

Cran. I was in ſearch of Mr. Bouquet, on whom find 
my daughter has fixed her heart. 

Vin. In ſearch of Bouquet Not you 13 8 

Cran. Upon my word I was tho”, 

Vin. No, but I won't contradict you, becauſe it would 
be unmannerly. 

Cran. I think as you ſay, it would be unmannerly to 
contradict. 


Vin. Do you go to the Club to night ? Anſwer me 


that. 


G 


Cran. I intend ſo, 

Vin. No you don't; but I won't contradit you, be- 
cauſe I know what manners are. 

Cran. Yes, you're as polite as a Dutch Pirate. 


Half aſide. 
Vin. What! ee 


Cran, I ſay we have a fine Summer before us. 
Vin. Cranky, you call'd me Pirate. 
Cran. Not I—but I won't contradict you, becauſe it 


would not be good manners. 


Vin. If youtalk of manners, you may bid me fit PIR 
in your own houſe, 


Cran. Well fit down then, and I'll give you a bottle 
of your own Port. 
Vin. I'd rather drink any body elſe's, 
Cran. John, {Enter John. A bottle of Port. 
8 Yes, fir. | Exit John. 
in. I'm a fine fellow. Anſwer me that, | 
Cran. So you are. 


Enter John with J Fine, 


. You have cauſe to ſay lo—Retire, (Exit John. } 
Sing me a long, and II tell you a ſtory. 


*. 
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Can. With all my heart. 
1 SWUNG. ' Cranky. 


I like the plain ſong, without fine repetitions, 
Soft cadences, graces, or running diviſions. _ 
I love Langolee, and ſweet Gramachree Molly, "8 
Or ſtrike up the Jorum to chaſe melancholy. 
Or rike Ke. 
With a bottle of Red give me bumper W 
And the Tempeſt of War in bold Banniſter's tones. — 
With old friends and old Wine, Educ: =. 
Thus I feel no decay, '1 
'F But a gentle decline, | 6 
As life paſſes away. . - a 
Good humour's our waiter, fo drink and fit ſtill, | im 
For why ſhould we part tillOldDeath bring the bill? | | 
| | 


80 af SARS EE 1 
ee e eee 
4 


Why ſhould, & c. : 

| Why ſhould, &c. | | | | 1 

| So drink and fit ſtill, 1 
Till Old Death brings the bill. JH 


Cran. There old Vinegar, that's my epitaph. '# 
Vin. I wiſh it was, 
Cran. Thank you. | 
Vin, Did you fing your beſt ? 
Cran. Yes, I did. | 
Vin. The worſt ſong I ever LE: 
Cran. Eh-—but your ſtory. 


Vin. Did you find n Anſwer me that. 
% Cran. No. 


Vin. You ſoon may, | OR . "TH 
Cran, Where? | 1 | „„ l 
Vin. In the Cage. k ; | 
Cran. What Cage? : 

Vin, In St George's Fields, 
Cran. The King's Bench. af 
Vin. Yes, he's a man of pleaſure, the Dog 3 Pack” [4 


will be his Ranelagh, and he'll travel as far as the Lac- 
tarium. | 


— Wan 
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Cran. Faith. FER. 1 
Vin. Think no more of him, I-have a huſband for 
your daughter. | 
Cran. Who 1s he? 
Ven. Do you like a rich Son-in-Law? Anſwer me 
that. ; 7 
an. Les. : 1 
Vin. That's wonderful Harkee—he's worth upwards 
of an hundred and twenty thouſand pounds. | 
Cran. Is he handſome ? 
Vin. A little gummy or ſo. 
Crau. Whois he? h — | | 
Vin. A great Italian banker; lately arrived from Ve- 
nice, young, and very rich. 
Cran. Well! | | 
Vin. Come to London about a matter of buſineſs, * 
but he likes it ſo well, that he talks of ſettling here, and 
taking a houſe in Portland Place. | 
Cran. Portland Place, well! | | | [2 
Vin. Has conceived a mighty paſſion for Cecilia, 
ſaw her at the Opera the other night: I met him at a 
friend's in Lombard ſtreet; he ſpoke in raptures of your 
daughter, and finding 1 knew you, gave me commiſ- 
fion to break the matter to yau—A fine affair! Anſwer 
me that. 5 
Cran. A Banker of Venice! 
Vin. A great thing—Young and rich, 
Cran. A capital hit—If any man living can ſupplant 
this fop Bouquet—An Italian has the beſt chance—her 
paſſion for muſic makes her ſo exceeding partial to 
every thing of that Country. | 
Vin. He's a prize, don't let him flip. I fancy he'll. 
call on you this morning. I gave him your addreſs, I 
2014 him you was a good natured ſtupid old fellow. 
Cran. I am much obliged to you. You'll introduce him. 
Vin. No, I won't, I have buſineſs, He'll come with- 
out ceremony, and he']l =" wa none, You know my 
way. I told him your character. Says I, my friend Cran- 
&y is tolerably honeſt, as the world goes; but ſay that, 
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a you ſay all: I hear, ſays my Italian, Mr. Cranky 
ſpoke of as a very worthy old gentleman. The 
world's damnably given to lying, ſays I, for the only 

good thing I know of him is, that he drinks my wine, 
and pays me ready money, ha, ha, ha ! 

Cran. You are very kind. 

Vin. No, no, he expects no good manners from you. 

Cran. Not if he judges from my e + (afde } 
What's his name? 

Vin, Signor—Signor—Curſe theſe Italian names. [ 
know 1t ends with an ini or an elli, or N that 
Way. 

Cran. His coming this evening will be quite apropos, 
for Cecilia is to have a concert here, in the next room, 
and her {kill in muſic muſt render her 1 amiable to 
an Italian gentleman. 

Vin. That's impoſſible that any can. He certainly 
will marry her, and 1'd adviſe you to conclude the af- 
fair immediately, for fear of accidents. 

Cran. My dear friend, I don't know how to thank 
vou. 

Vin. 1 know you don't, you're ſo damn'd unmanner- 
ly. Farewell. He drinks my wine, and pays me rea- 
dy money, Signor, ha, ha, ha ! 

Cran, That was extremely facetious, ha, ha, ha ! 
You laughed very . at me. 

Vin. Yes, ha, ha, ha! and the Senior laugh'd at 
you in broken Engliſh, Well, good bye. 

Cran. You think he'll come this evening. 

Vin. Yes, yes, certainly, F argwel. Where are vou 
going? Anſwer me that. 

Cran, Only to ring for & ſervant. 5 


Vin. To watch, for fear I ſhould lip any thing off the 
ideboard, in the parlour, as I go out, Is that your po- 


liteneſs? Oh Cranky, Cranky, I fearI never can teach 


you good manners. Exit. 


Cran. That you never can indeed. There's a man, 
firſt waiter at a tavern in Fleet- ſtreet, marries his e 


tex's widow, a Vintner ten years, commences Wine 
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Merchant, and in fifteen years amaſſed a fortune of fifty 
thouſand pounds Well done, old Vinegar—A lucky 
circumſtance, though If Cecilia accept of this Banker 
for ahuſhand—Oh, here ſhe comes, with a whole cargo 
of fiddles, drums, hautboys, fifes, horns and trumpets. 
Oh Lord! oh Lord! I muſt get out of her way, while I 
have the uſe of my ears. | Exit. 


Enter Cecilia mecting Dolce; 


Dolce. Oh, Madam! | 

Cec. What's the matter? | | 
Dolce. Ah! Madam, I fear you'll ſee Mr. Bouquet 
no more. TH 85 | 

Cec. You ſurpriſe me. Why, pray? 

Dolce. Y ou mult know, Madam, old Vinegar has had 
along conference with your papa; and happening, by 
accident to paſs by the door, and hearing your name 
drop, I was temptct to liſten | 

Cec. Liſten! Cf 

Dolce. I'd ſcorn to liſten for myſelf, Madam, but hear- 
ing your name drop, and knowing Mr. Vinegar's diſlike 
to your marrying Mr. Bouquet, I could not reſiſt it. 

Cec. What could you gather? | 

Dolce. As ſure as I live, Madam, Mr.Vinegar has re- 
commended a great Heſſian, as a huſband for you. 

Cec. A Heſſian! ES | 

Dolce. Yes, Madam, a Banker it ſeems; and you are 
to be married to him immediately 
Cec. Dear girl, I thank you for this information. This 
ſhock has ſo ſuddenly affected me, I ſhan't be able to 
recover my brilliante this five minutes; but tell the com- 
pany, I'll do myſelf the honour of waiting on them 
preſently, „ 

Dolce. Ves, Madam. | Ext, 

Cec. What a dreadful reſolution Such a ſudden tran- 
fGition too—My Father, that not two hours ſince ſeem'd 
ſo anxious for my union with my ſweet Bouquet! 
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Enter Do loE and Bovgue 5 


Dolce. Don't be angry with me, dear Madam, for 
promoting this pleaſing interview. | 

Cec. Mr. Bouquet! 

Bou, My dear Cecilia ! 

Cec. Ah! Mr. Bouquet, what a 

Bou. I have heard it all from Dolce. 

Cec. Wee ſhall never be united by my father's con- 
_ Tent, and without it, my heart is break ing. 

Bou. Come my love, dry up your tears, we ſhall 
emerge from this envious cloud, and enjoy a full fru- 
ition of love and happineſs. | 1 

Cec. But how did you gain admittance? —_ 

Bou. As one of your band; but hearing Mr. Vine- 
gar's voice, as I am certain he knows my perſon, 
though your father does not, for fear of diſcovery, I 
popt into the caſe of the double baſs that lies in the 
Concert room. 

Cran. (without) John. 

Cec. My father's voice 

Dolce. Mr. Bouquet, Madam, had beſt retire to the 


old ſtation till I am certain Mr. Vinegar's gone, | Ext, 


Bou, And muſt we part ? 
Cec. But for a moment. [sit Bouquet. 


Enter DoLice. 


Dolce. I Fancy Mr. Vinegar is {till below ſtairs, but 
{ muſt be upon the watch. | 

Cec. Dolce, my mind is now ſomewhat more at eaſe; 
my Father's caprice may ſoon take another turn, and 
that may be in our favour. | | 

Dolce. Heaven ſend it, Madam. 

Cec. I expect Signor Arionelli here at the Concert, 
I have a notion of becoming his pupil; when he comes, 
ſhew him into the Concert—room, 

Dolce Yes, Madam, 


# 


Cec. You know him, the Italian Opera finger, ſpeaks 
in a ſmall tone hke a, woman. „ 

Dolce. Oh! I know him very well, Madam. [ Exit. 

Cec. Now to aſſume all the cheerfulneſs in my power. 


SON G. CECIILIA. 


Goddeſs of the magic ceſtus, 

Queen of am'rous arts and wiles, 
How can we, when cares moleſt us, 
How can we, when cares moleſt us, 
Veil our agonies in ſmiles ? 


Goddeſs of the magic ceſtus, &c. 1 | 


Whillt in dread ſurpriſe we tremble, 
Whilſt black cares and fears among, 
Vain the effort to diſſemble ; 
Vain to wear the face of joy. 


Whilſt in dread, &c. 


In gratitude to thy exalted frendſnip, 
I'll quit this ſcene of horror and deſpair, 
But oh! thus exil'd, I ſhall only fly, 
Reſtleſs, to tread the paths of miſery, 


WY [ Exit. 
| fl | Enter CRANKY and JOHN, 

15 

Wl Cran. John, if a foreign Gentleman comes, an Itali- 
* an d'ye mind, introduce him. (knock) Run, run, per- 
Ih "ys this is he—Ay, he'll make ſomething like a Son- 
Wl in-law, and if I find him as eager as Vinegar reports, 
9 I'll have the wedding ſolemnized this night. 


Enter Joux. 


Jen. Signor—I forgetthe Italian gentleman, 


£4 
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Baie 1 


Ari, Umbliſſimo ſervo, Signor, is this Mr Cranky" 8 
Houſe ? 

Cran. You are very right, Sir, my name is Cranky. 

Ari, Devotiſſimo ſervo ſuo. 


Cran. He has a mighty comical voice. [ Afede. 
Ari. The young lady your daughter. 
Cran. How impatient he is to lee her! { Afeae. 


Ari, J have fir, a great reſpett for her taſte in mu- 
fic. 

Cran. Sir, you do her a great deal of honour. Muſic, 
fir, is her great paſſion, and I have always encouraged 
her in the purſuit, particularly Italian muſic. I am tran- 
ſported with Italian muſic—I'd rather hear a Scots Bag- 


pipe. Ade. 
Ari. Sir, you are very obliging. Bous. 
Cran. He has a very droll voice. Aſide. 


Ari. Sir, J am quite lanquente for the lady. 
Cran, How deeply he is in love with my daughter! 
Aſede. 

Ari. To convince her. 

Cran, Oh ſir, time enough for that, you ſhall have a 
full opportunity to cultivate a permanent eſteem, 

Ari. I ſhall be careful fir, delegeuts in my part, to 
merit her favour, | 

Cran, I'll anſwer for my daughter—And for my part, 
fir, there is no man in England I am more anxious to 
have introduced into my family, from the excellence of 
your character; and therefore ſir, if you pleaſe, we'll 
Have every thing ſettled immediately. 

Ari. Sir, I'll anſwer that after I ling one ſong. 

Cran. A ſong, ſir! 

Ari. Yau can form a better judgment of my voice. 

Cran. Qh, fir, your voice is a very immaterial point, 
A gentleman” S character, fir, is 

Ari. Yes, fir, but I would convince you that my 
Voice comes up to my character, 

Cran, I ſuppoſe he has a voice in the Senate of Venice, 
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that he makes ſuch a work about it! Caſide. Prey firp 
pardon me, are you a Senator? 

Ari. Sir! 

Cran. Perhaps you are a Venetian Parliament-man. 

Ari. Sir, I don't underſtand 

Cran. Then I muſt come to the point, fir, We will 
adjuſt this affair immediately. 

Ari. But fir, after the Concert—In the mean time, 
I' ting you one little ſong. 


SON G. AR1ONKELLI, 


Water parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro' fertile vallies 245. 


Tho' in ſearch of ſoft repoſe, 
Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Panting for its native home. 


Tho? in ſearch of ſoft, &c, 


Cran. What has a concert to do with the buſineſs in 
ueſtion ? In a ſhort interview with my daughter, you'll 
be acquainted with 'her qualifications, We'll ſend for 
our lawyers, and 
Ari. Lawyers! dear fir, you are too particular, there 

is no occaſion for lawyers in | 

Cran. Pardon me, fir, all theſe little formalites pro- 
perly adjuſted before marriage lays the foundation of 
future happineſs; beſides, a proviſion for the children, 
you know, 1s eflential, 

Ari. Children, marriage—I beg your pardon, fir, I 
did not conſider about—this marriage but it leems your 
daughter is going to be married, 

Cran. Certainly, if you? pleaſe, 

Ari. I beg your pardon fir, I'll take my leave for the 


Pr. cl ent, 


Cran. Take your leave! 

Ari, Oh fir, I am not at all impatient, 

Cran, Very odd this! /afide) You are not impatient. 

Ari, No, no, fir, any other time will do for me. 

Cran. Sir you are grown very cool of a ſudden—In 
one word will you be married? 

Ari Sir, I don't underſtand. 


Cran. Will you marry my daughter, that's the Eng- 
liſh of it. 


Ari. Sir I came here for a Concert. 
Cran. Well my daughter is a Concert for a prince, 
Art. Sir, I mean I came here to a Concert. 


Cran. Oh! we'll ſtay for the Concert; but do you 
like my daughter ? 

Ari. She 1s very beautiful, 

Cran. And have you any thing to ſay aft her vir- 
tue ? 

Ari. O caro, no, Signor, 

Cran. Then, zounds! 

Ari. Sir, fir, your daughter is a very fine lady, LE a 
very good lady—but for—marriage—it 1s quite out of 
my Way. 

Cran, How are your affections engaged ſince you ſaw 
Old Vinegar ? 

Ari. 1 have no Old Vinegar, nor affe&ions for any 
thing but my notes, 

Cran. Well, every banker ſhould take care of his 
notes, but he might like a pretty girl too. 

Ari, Sir, I reſpe& and honor the pretty girls; but for 
marriage——it will do for me to ſing to the ladies. 
Ceran. Sir, if you object to marry my daughter, you 

came to my houſe with a diſhonourable intent. 

Ars. Sr; 1 < 

Cran. Sir, you diſcloſed your paſſion for my daughter 
to Old Vinegar—l believe Old Vinegar. 

Ari, 1 don' t unden ſtand—Old Vinegar\ 

Cran, Zounds, fir 
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40 THE SON IN LAW, 


Enter CrcirIA. 


cec. Oh my ſweet Signor, we have been all lan- 
quente « For your preſence, 

Cran, Sweet Signor, oh! oh! now I ſee what ob- 
ſtructed the marriage. Oh thou wicked girl! 

Cec. Sir! 

Cran. O thou vile ſeducer! 

Ari. Signor! 

ec. What's the matter now, fir? - 
Cran. After all he won't marry you. 


46 Cec. What all, fir? 


Cran. Has he me undone you ? 
Ari. Signor, I can undo no body, 


Ki Cec. Undone me, fir! 


Cran. Yes, you OS: 
Cec. Ha, ha, ha! 
Cran. What do you laugh at? Oh ſhe is hardened in 
her iniquity. 
Cec. Why, my dear fir, do you know who this is ? 
Cran, Ohyes, madam, Iknow your Venetian Banker. 


4 Cec. Why, fir, this is Signor Arionelli the Opera 


ſinger. | 
Cran. Nelly the Opera linger marry my daughter! 
Oh, I have miſtook my man! 
Ari. Madam, if you pleaſe, madam, I willgo into the 
Concert. 
Ceran. Ay, ay, go, go to the Concert. 


El Ari, La Rin—Grazto Signor ſhiavo fuo Signor. 


8 9 N G. Axrtiongtiy, 


Signor Cranky then adio, 
Baniſh all your vain alarms; 
Signor Cranky then adio. 

Ah farewell, bell Idol mio, 
To a Briton give your charms, 
Ah farewell, bell Idol mio, 
Signor Cranky, &c. 


THE SON-IN- LAW. 37 


Cran. I am vexed with myſelf, J have made myſelf 
ſo ridiculous with the opera ſingers and dancing maſters. 
I believe ſomething, I don't know what, interferes in 
this affair, Cecilia, I will be obeyed—and therefore Iin- 
ſiſt that you take | 

Cec. Oh dear fir. | 

Cran. The man of your choice, 

Cec. Dear kind papa. | | 

Cran, Come, exhibit your Concert=room—John, 


FINALE. 


Cran, No longer Cupid's foe, child; 
To make you reparation, 
For all your ſad vexation, 
Go pleaſe your inclination, 
And take your lovely beau, child, 
And take your lovely beau, child, 
Cec. Papa, I humbly thank you. 
Cran. Tune up your violincello. 
| This night I'll ſure get mellow; 
And as a kind old fellow, 
Each lover here will thank you, 
Each lover here will thank you. 
No more I'll be abſurd : 
If Old Nick cou'd hither carry him, 
You this very night ſhou'd marry him. 
Bou, I take you at your word, 
I take you at your word, 
Cran, Hark! hark! for without doubt, 
The voice comes from the baſs, 
Bott. Make haſte and let me out: 
Cec. My lover's in the caſe: 
Cran, A lover in the caſe! 
Is this your beau, my dear? 


Bou, Yes, fir, and your obedient, 
Cran. And thus you got in here. 
Cec. A lover's laſt expedient, 


Hou |] A lover's laſt expedient, 


THE SON IB LAW. 


1 keep 1 my word, her ON fietc take, 5 
No more you'll play the naughty rake. | 
For love, for 108 I folly here forſake, 
For love, for love, I folly here forſake; ; 
1 folly here forſake. | 
Hail oh, hail, hail ho, 
Hail, hail, oh matrimony divine, 
| Parent of ihe tuneful nine, 
Parent of the tuneful wine, © © Sa 
Warbling, ſporting, chirping, courting, | 
Warbling, ſporting, chirping, courting, 
Love ws matrumony be mine, 


-c II O R Ss 
Hail oh, hail, hail oh. 
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